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CHAFrER V

{Continued)
THE cliffs fell, and a green sound
opened. The mail boat turned
into tho sound, opening inland
prospects all tho while. A snug
bay followed the sound, with a

little gray-gabled town clinging to the verywash of the tide and a host of little vessels
in the midst. Into the bay pounded the
mail boat and up toward the town, and
only then did the gallant minister and his
fair acquaintance stroll back from the bows.
The wag and his friend looked at
them curiously, but they had to admit that
such a prolonged flirtation had seldom left
fewer visible traces. They might have
been brother and sister, they both looKea
><) indifferent.
The gangway shot aboard, and with a

brief handshake the pair parted. A few
.minutes later Miss Holland was being
greeted by an elderly gentleman in a
heavy ulster, while the minister was fol¬
lowing a porter toward a small wagon¬
ette.

CHAPTER VI
I he Vanishing Governess

rpHE House of Breck was a mansion of
-*- tolerable antiquity as mansions went

in the islands, and several curious stories
had already had time to incrust it, like
lichen on an aged wall. But none of them
was- stranger than the quite up-to-date
and literally true story of the vanishing
governess.

Richard Craigic, Esq., of Breck, the
popular and more or less respected laird
of the mansion and estate, was a stout,
gray-bearded gentleman with a twinklingblue eye and one of the easiest-going dis¬
positions probably in Europe. His wife,
the respected and more or less popular
mistress of the mansion, was lean and
short and very energetic. Their sons were
employed at present like everybody else's
sons and do not concern this narrative.
But their daughter?, aged fifteen and
fourteen, were ¡it home and do concern
i* materially.

it was only toward the end of July that
Mrs. Craigie thought of having a gover¬
ness for the two girls during the summer
holiday.«'. With a letter in her hand she
bustled into Mr. Craigic's smoking room
;ind announced that her friend, Mrs. Armi-
tage, in Kensington, knew a^ lady wdio
knew a charming and well-educated girl

>%~"And who does she know?" interrupted
her husband.
"Nobody," said Mrs. Craigic. "Slit« ta

the girl."
"Oh!" said the laird. "Now, I thought

that, she would surely know another girl
who Knows a woman, who knows a man"

"Richard!" said his wife. "Kindly listen
to tue':*'

It bad been her fate to marry a con¬
firmed domestic humorist, but she bore
her burden stoically. »She told him now
simply and firmly that the girl in question
required a holiday and that she purposed
to give her one and in return extract some
leaching and supervision for their (laugh¬
ters.
"Have it your own way, my dear, Have

it your own way." said he. "It was econ¬
omy yesterday. It's a governess to-day.Have you forced the safe'.'"
"Which «safe'.'" demanded the unsuspect¬

ing lady.
"At the bank. I've no more money of

my own, I can tell you. However, tenu
for your governess.get a couple of them
while you're at it !"

The humorist was clearly so plcascc
with his jest that no further debato wat
to be apprehended, and his wife went oui
t<; write the letter. Mr. Craigie lit his
sixteenth pipe since breakfast and chewed
the cud of his wit very happily.
A fortnight later he returned one even¬

ing m the car, bringing Miss Eileen Hol¬
land, with her trunk and her brown suit¬
case.

"My hat, Selina!" said he to his wife
as soon as the girls had led Miss Holland
out of hearing. "That's the kind of gov¬
erness for me. You don't mind my telling
her to call me Dick, do you? It slipped
out when she was squeezing my hand."

"I don't mind you're being undignified,"
replied Mrs. Craigie in a chilly voice, "but
I do wish you wouldn't bo vulgar."

VS MR. CRAIGIE'S chief joya in life
*"\ were entertaining his daughters and
getting a rise out of his wife, and as he

j also had a very genuine admiration for a
pretty face, he was in the seventh heaven
of happiness, and remained there for the
next three days. Pipe in mouth, he invaded
the schoolroom constantly and unseasona-
bly and reduced his daughters to a state of
incoherent giggling by retailing to Miss
Holland various ingenious schemes for
their corporal punishment, airing humor¬
ous fragments of a languago he called
French and questioning their instructor
on supposititious romantic episodes in her
¡career. lie thought Miss Holland hardlylaughed as much as she ought. Still, ¡die
I was a fine girl.

At table he kept his wife continually
scandalized by his jocularities; such a.«.
hoarsely whispering, "I've lost my half of
the sixpence, Miss Holland," or repeatingwith a thoughtful air, "Under the appletree when the moon rises; I must try and
not forget the hour," Miss Holland was
even less responsive to these sallies, but he
enjoyed them enormously himself and still
maintained she was a fine girl.

I Mrs. Craigie's opinion of her new acqui-sition was only freely expressed after-
ward, and then she declared that, clever
though Miss Holland undoubtedly was, and
superior though she seemed, she had al-
ways suspected that something was a little
wrong somewhere. She and Mr. CraigieI had used considerable influence and per-
suasion to obtain a passport for her, and
why should they have been called upon to
do this.by a lady whom Mrs. Armitageadmitted she liad only met twice.simply
to give a change of air to a healthy-lookingjgirl? There was something behind tliat.
¡Besides, Miss Holland was just a trifle too
good looking. That type, always had a

history.
"My wife was plain Mrs. Craigie before

the thing happened," observed her hus¬
band, with a twinkle, "but, dash it, she's
been Mrs. Solomon ever since!"

It was on t}%_ fourth morning of Miss
Holland's visit that the telegram came for
her. Mr. Craigie himself brought it into
the schoolroom and delivered it with much
facetious mystery. He noticed that it
seemed to contain a message of some im¬
portance, and that she failed to laugh al
all when he offered waggishly to put "him*
up for the night. But she simply put it ir
her pocket and volunteered no explanation
He went away feeling that he had wastet
a happy quip.
After lunch Mrs. Craigie and the girl;

were going out in the car, and Miss Hoi
land was to have accompanied them. I
was then that she made her only referenc

I to the telegram. She had got a wire, sh
said, and had a long letter to write, and s

j begged to be excused. Accordingly th
car went off without her.

j
NOT five minutes later Mr. Craigie wa

smoking a pipe and trying to sum
rnon up energy to go for a stroll when Mis
Holland entered the smoking room. H
noticed that she had never looked so smi
ing and charming.
"Oh, Mr. Craigie," she said, "I wai

you to help me. I'm preparing a little su
prise."
"For the girls'.'"
"For all of you!"
The vlaird loved a practical jest ai

scented happiness at once.
"I'm yourman!" said be. "What can

do for you'.'" . v

"I'll come down again in half an hour
said she, "and then I vyajit you to help n

; to carry something." v.-*-
She gave him a swift, bewitching smi

that left him entirely helpless, and hurri
from the room.

Mr. Craigie looked at the clock and c
cided that he would get his stroll into t
half-hour, so he took his stick and sau

! tcrcd down the drive. On one side of 1
drive was a line of huddled, wind-be
trees, and at the end was a gate openi
¡on the highroad, with the sea close athai
Just as he got to the gate a stranger ï
pearcd upon the road, walking very slow
and up to that moment concealed by 1
trees. He was a clergyman, tall, clci
shaved, and with what the laird aftcrw;
described as a "bawky kind of look."

There was no haughtiness wnate'
'¡about the Laird of Breck. He accos

every one ho mot, and always in
friendliest way.
"A fine day," .said he heartily. "Gl't

weather for the crops if we could just
!
a wee bit more of rain soon."
The clergyman stopped.
"Yes, sir," said he, "it is fine weathci
His manner was polite, but not v

hearty, the laird thought. However,
! was not easily damped, and proceeded
'contributo several more observât k
'chiefly regarding the weather prospc
and tending to become rapidly humon
And then ho remembered his appointm
in the smoking room.

"Well," said be, "good clay to you.
,:iust be moving, I'm afraid."
"Good day," said the stranger courtec

]y, and moved off promptly as he spok«
"I wonder who will that minister I
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;aid Mr. Craigie to himself as he strolled |
jack. "It's funny I never saw the mar«

jefore. And I wonder, too, where he was

roing."
And then it occurred to him as an odd

lircumstancc that the minister had started
;o go back again, not to continue as he had
jcen walking.
"That's a funny thing," lie thought.
He had hardly got back to his smoking

.oom when Miss Holland appeared, dressed
:o go out, in hat and tweed coat, and drag¬
ging, of all things, her brown suitcase. It
seemed to be heavily laden.
She smiled at him confidentially, as one

L'ellow conspirator at another.
"Do you mind giving me a bund with

Liiis?" said she.
"Hello!" cried the laird. "What's this

_-an elopement? Can you not wait till I
pack my things, too? The minister's in
no hurry. I've just been speaking to him."

It struck him that Miss Holland took
his jest rather seriously.
"The minister?" said she in rather an

add voice. "You've spoken to him?"
"He was only asking if I'd got the li¬

cense," winked Mr. Craigie
The curious look passed from lier face,

und she laughed as pleasantly as he could
wish.

"I'll take the bag myself," said the laird
"Oh, it's no weight for me. I used to h
rather a dab at throwing the hammer ii
my day. But where am I to take it?"

"I'll show you," said s:ho.
OO OUT they set, Mr. Craigie carryin«^ the suitcase, and Miss Holland in tin
most delightful humor beside him. 11«
felt he could have carried it for a ver;
long way. She led him through the gar
den and out into a side lane between th
Wall and a hedge.

"Just put it down here," she said. "An
now I want, you to como back for some
thing else, ¡f you don't, mind."
"Mind?" said the laird gallantly. "Nc

me! Hut I'm wondering what you ar

driving at."
She only smiled, but from her merry ey

lie felt sure, that some very brilliant jet
was afoot, and he joked away plcasantl
as they returned to the house.
"Now," she said, "do you mind waitin

in the smoking room for ten minut<
or so?"

She went out and Mr. Craigie waite
mystified but happy, lie waited for tt
minutes; he waited for twenty, he wait(
for half an hour, and still there was i
sign of the fascinating Miss Holland. Ai
then he sent a servant to look for her. II«
report, gave Mr. Craigie the strongesl se
sation that bad stirred that good-natur«
humorist for many a clay. Miss HoHai
was not in her room, and no more appa
ently were her belongings. The toilet tal.
was stripped, the wardrobe was empty,
fact, the only sign of her was her trun
strapped and locked.
Moving with exceptional velocity, V

Craigie made straight for the lane beyond
the garden. The brown suitcase had dis¬
appeared.

"Well, I'm jiggered!" murmured the
baffled humorist.
Very slowly and soberly he returned to

the house, lit a fresh pipe and steadied his
nerves with a glass of grog. When Mrs.
Craigie returned she found him sufliciently
revived to jest again, though in a minor
key.
"To think of the girl having the impu¬

dence to make me carry her luggage out
of the house for her!" said he. "Gad, but
it was a clever dodge to get clear, with no
one suspecting her! Well, anyhow, my
reputation is safe again at last, Selina."
"Your reputation!" replied Mrs. Craigie

in a withering voice. "For what? Not
for common sense, anyhow!"

"You're flustered, my dear." said the
laird easily. "It's a habit women get into
terribly easy. You shoulil learn a lesson
from Miss (Eileen Holland. Dashed if 1
ever met a cooler hand in my life!"
"And what do you mean to do about it?"

demanded his wife.
"Do?" asked Mr. Craigie, mildly sur¬

prised, "Well, we might leave the pantry
window open at night so that she can get
in again if she's wanting to, or"-

"It's your duty to inform the authori¬
ties. Richard."
"Duty?" repeated the laird, still more

surprised. "Fancy me starting to do my
duty at my time «if life!"
"Anyhow," cried Mrs. Craigie, "we've

still got her trunk."
"Ah," said Mr. Craigie. happily at, last,

"so we have! Well, thalAs all right, then."
And with a benign expression the

philosopher contentedly lit another pipe.

PART HI
Lieutenant Von Bclke's Narrative

Resumed

CHAPTER I
The Meeting

A»S THE dusk rapidly thickened and I
lay in the heather waiting for the

signal, I gaVe myself one last bit of good
advice. Of "him" I was to meet I had re¬
ceived officially a pretty accurate descrip-
tion, and unofficially heard one or two curi¬
ous stories. I had also, of course, had my
exact relationship to him officially defined.
I was to be under his orders, generally
speaking, but in purely naval matters, or
at least on matters of naval detail, my
judgment would be accepted by him. My
last word of advice to myself simply was
to be perfectly firm on any such point, and
permit no scheme to be set afoot, however
tempting, unless it was thoroughly prac¬
tical from the naval point of view.
From the rim of my hollow there on the

hillside 1 could see several of the farms be¬
low me. as well as the manse, and I noted
one little sign of British efficiency.no
;.iimmer of light shone from any of their
windows. At sea a light or two twinkled
intermittently and a searchlight was play¬
ing, though fortunately not in my direc¬
tion. Otherwise land and water were alike
plunged in darkness. And then at last one
single window of the manse glowed red foí¬
an instant. A few seconds passed and it
shone red again. Finally it showed a

bright yellow light twice in swift succes¬
sion.

1 rose and very carefully led my cycle
ever the heather down to the road, and
then, still pushing it. walked quickly down
the steep hill to where the side road turned
off There was not a sound save my foot-
fall as I approached the house. A dark
mass loomed in front of me, which I saw it:
a moment to be a garden wall with a few
of the low, wind-bent island trees showin-n
above it. This side road led right up to ai
iron gate in the wall. v\\t\ just as I gol
close enough to distinguish the bars
heard a gentle creak and saw them begir
to swing open. Beyond the trees over
arched the drive am! the darkness was pro
found. I had passed between the gate
posts before I saw or heard anythim
more. And then a quiet voice spoke.

"It is a dark night," it said in perfec
English.
"Dark as pitch." I answered.
"It was darker last night," .-aid th

voice.
"It is (lark enough," 1 answered.
Not perhaps a very remarkable eon

versation, you may think, but I can assur
you my fingers were on my revolver, jus

i in ease one single word had been different
Now I breathed freely at. last.
"Herr Tiel?" 1 inquired.
"Mr. Tiel," corrected the invisible ma

beside me.

I saw him then for the first tirnp as b<-
stepped out from the shelter of the trees
and closed the gate behind me.a tall, dim
figure in black.

"I'fl lead your cycle," he said in a low
voice, as lie Came back to me. "I know the
way best." '¦-«..
He took it from me? and as we walked

side by side toward the hotwc he said:
"Permit me, Mr. Belke, to .giv*_you one

little word of caution. While you afeher«
formet that you can talk German. Thmk
in English, if you can. Wc are walking or.
a tight rope, not on the pavement. No
precaution is excessive."

"I understand," I said briefly.
There was in his voice, perfectly courte¬

ous though it was, a note of command
which made one instinctively reply briefly
.and obediently. I felt disposed to be fa¬
vorably impressed with my ally.
He left me standing for a moment ir

the drive while he led ': my motorcycle
round to some shed at the back, and ther
we entered the house by the front door.
"My servant doesn't spend the nigh

here," lie explained, "so we arc ?af«
enough after dark, as long as we make n«
s^und that can be heard outside."

It was pitch dark inside, and only whei
be had closed and bolted the front door be
hind us did Tiel flash his electric tore!
Then I saw that we stood in a small pore'
which opened into a little ball with a staii
case facing us and a passage opening be
side it into the back of the bouse. A
either side was a door, and Tiel cpene
T.nat on»the right and led me into a plea;
ant, low, lamplit room with a bright ve;
(ire blazing and a table laid for suppe
J learned afterward that the clergyma
who had just vacated the parish had le:
hurriedly and that his books and furnitui
had not yet followed him. Hence the roor,
and indeed the whole house, looked hab
table and comfortable.,

"This is the place I have been lookir
for for a long time!" I cried cheerfully, f«
indeed it made a pleasant contrast to
tuinous farm or the interior of a subm,
rine.

Tiel smiled. He had a pleasant smil
but it generally passed from his face vei
swiftly, and left his expression cool, alet
composed and a trifle dominating.
"You had better take off your ove

alls and begin," he said. "There is i

English warning against conversation b
tween a full man and a fasting. I ha-
had supper already."
When I took off my overalls. I notie

that he gave me a quick look of surpris
"In uniform!" he exclaimed.
"It may not be much use if I

caught." I laughed, "but I thought it
precaution worth taking."

"Excellent!" he agreed, and he seem
genuinely pleased. "It was very w
thought of. Do you drink whiskey a
soda?"
"You have no beer?"
He smiled and shook his head.
"I am a Scottish divine," he. said, "a

I am afraid my guests must submit
whiskey. Even in these little details it
well to be correct."

For the next half hour there was lit
conversation. To tell you the truth
was nearly famished and bad someth
better to do than talk. Tiel, on his p;
opened a newspaper, and now and tl
read extracts aloud. It was an Eng
newspaper, of course, and 1 laughed o
or twice at its items. He smiled, too,
he did not seem much given to laugh
And all the while I took stock of my i
acquaintance very carefully.

In appearance Adolph Tiel was jusi
he had been- described to me, and \
much as my imagination had filled in
picture; a man tall, though not veryclean-shaven, rather thin, decidedly V
dish in his general aspect, distinctly u
looking, with hair beginning to turn gand'cleverness marked clearly in bis f
What I had not been quite prepared
was bis air of gooil breeding and aut
ity. Not that there was any real re;
why these qualities should have been
sent, but as a naval officer of a cou
whose military services have pretty sti
prejudices, I bad scarcely expected to
in a secret service agent quite this a

Also what I had heard of Tiel had
pared me to meet a gentleman in w
cleverness was more conspicuous than[nity. Even those who professed to 1
something about him bad admitted
he was a bit of a mystery. He was
to come either from Alsace or Lorr
and to be of mixed parentage and
most cosmopolitan expérience. Onehad it that he served at one perichis very mixed career in the navycertain South American state, and
story I very soon came to the conch
was correct, for he showed a considc
knowledge of naval affairs. Evenhe professed ignorance of certain p«I was inclined to suspect he was si
trying to throw doubt upon the rewhich he supposed I had hear«), for ralso said that be had quitted the seof his adopted country under cilstances which reflected more credit tbrains than his honesty.

In fact, my informants were athat Herr Tiel's brains were very rciable indeed, and that his nerve an

dress were equai to his ability. He was
undoubtedly very completely in the^confi¬
dence of my own government, and I could
mention at least two rather serious mis¬
haps that had befallen England which
were credited to him by people who cet-"
tainly ought to have known the facts.

Looking at him attentively as he sat
before the fire studying "The i-'cotsman"
.the latest paper to be obtained in those
parts.I thought to myself that here was
a man I should sooner have on my side
than against me. If ever I had seen a
wolf in sheep's clothing, it seemed to me
that I beheld one now in the person of
Adolph Tiel attired as a Scottish clergy¬
man, reading a solid Scottish newspaper
over the peat fire of this remote and
peaceful manse. And. to complete the
picture, there sat I arrayed in a German
naval uniform, with the unsuspecting
Grand Fleet on the other side of those
shuttered and curtained windows! The
piquancy of the whole situation ¿truck me
so forcibly that I laughed aloud.

Tiel looked up and laid down his paper,
and his eyebrows rose inquiringly. He
was not a man who wasted many words.
"We are a nice pair!" I exclaimed.
I seemed to read approval of my spirit

in his eye.
"You seem none the worse for your

adventures," he said, with a smile.
"Xo, thanks to you!" I laughed.
Again he gave me that keen look oí

inquiry.
"I landed on this infernal island laf*

night," I explained.
"The deuce you did!" said he. "I.WL

afraid you might, but as things turned
out I couldn't get here sooner. What did
you do with yourself?"

"First give me one of those cigars,"
I said, "and then I'll tell you."
He handed me the box of cigars, and

I drew up an easy chair on the other side
of the lire. And then I told him my ad¬
ventures, and as I was not unwilling that
this redoubtable adventurer should see
that he.had a not wholly unworthy ac¬

complice, I told them in pretty full detail.
He was an excellent listener; I must say
that for him. With an amused yet appre¬
ciative smile, putting in now and then a

question shrewd and to the point, he
heard my tale to the end. And then be
said in a quiet manner which I .already
realized detracted nothing from the value
of his approval:

"You did remarkably, well, Mr. iîclkc.
I congratulate you."

"Thank you, Mr. Tiel," I replied. "And
now may 1 ask you your adventures?

'.Certainly." sai«! he. "I o\\ you an

explanation."

CHAIHER II
1 iris Story

"How much do you know of ^
scheme?" asked Tiel.

1 shrugged my shoulder.-.
"Merely that you were going to imper¬

sonate a clergyman who was due lucoffl'
here and preach this next Sunday. H«"'
you were going to achieve thi ff«'1 '

wasn't told."
He leaned back in Ins chair and suck-^

at his pipe, and then he began his $0
with a curious, detached air. . though
he were surveying his own haudiwS»
from the point of view of an in)P»W
connoisseur.

"The iiJea was distinctly ¡ngenioift
said he, "and I think 1 may also venture
to claim for it a little originality. 1 w"1
trouble you with the machinery by which
¡we learn things. It's enough to menti«?
that among the little things wc did leaf"
was the. fact that the minister of wU1
parish had left Cor another «Marge, at*!
that the parishioner! were choosing hiS
successor after the Scottish custom.«W
hearing a number of candidates can'«
preach a trial sermon." He broke offaöj¡asked: "Do you bannen to have heard«
Schumann!"

AND NOW
you want to know what hap*
pens next! You will find an¬

other' instalment of this ab¬

sorbing mystery story in

Next Sundays Review


